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A man of strife, in wrathful mood
He neared the nurse's door ; With poplar leaves the roof and eaves
Were thickly scattered o'er, And yellow as they a sunbeam lay
Along the cottage floor.
' Sleep on, thou pretty, pretty lamb,
He hears the fond nurse say ; ' And if angels stand at thy right hand,
As now belike they may, And if angels meet at thy bed's feet,
I fear them not this day*
6 Come wealth, come want to thee, dear heart,
It was all one to me, For thy pretty tongue far sweeter rung
Than coined gold and fee; And ever the while thy waking smile
It was right fair to see.
Sleep, pretty bairn, and never know Who grudged and who transgressed;
Thee to retain I was full fain, But God, He knoweth best!
And His peace upon thy brow lies plain As the sunshine on thy breast 1'